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The guys gave Kirk a relatively simple task and that was ‘get Dave's permission for the footage and then go’. 
No second thoughts, don't let the hand brace fool you, Dave Mustaine is still a lean, mean, Metallica-hating 


machine. 


It's a hand brace, not a fucking tongue brace, Kirk Just get the godforsaken permission and fucking go. Run! 
Run like the wind, champ! 


If James thinks that Dave's going to use this opportunity to let Kirk know just what he thinks of him then Kirk 


wonders why can't someone else just go instead? 


"Well, | don't really want to see Dave right now and neither does Lars so." So you're the sacrificial lamb, kiddo. 


James pats Kirk on the back in consolation as Kirk narrows his eyes at him. 


Kirk tries not to let the fact of the matter bug him too much, it comes with Everything-Zen-l-Am- The- 
Bands-Peacekeeper territory. It's not really personal They hung out a few times pre-Metallica and Dave was 


always cool to him. 


Of course, that was all before Kirk took Dave's spot as lead guitarist. To Dave this was the equivalent of Kirk 
fucking his wife in front of him and then fucking her in front of him for the next twenty years or so. 


Even though it's not personal, Kirk doesn't think Dave ever forgave him for that one. 


Although it's pretty ironic considering even though Kirk might have screwed Dave's figurative girl, Dave ended 
up screwing Kirk's very literal one. Kirk doesn't know if he's ever forgiven Dave for that actually. So much for 


an eye for an eye makes the whole world blind. 


Goddamnit, they technically don't even have to ask since Dave already -when he was drunk, probably- signed a 
release document telling that Metallica can do whatever the fuck they want with the footage. But it's still in 
‘good form’ to do so. Good form. It feels funny to talk ‘good form’ with James and Lars for the first time in. 
shit, how many years has it been? 


"Look, we don't really wanna piss him off some more, do we? He's fuckin’ annoying to have on our asses." 
James justifies to Kirk between sips of Guinness. There's that and ‘Dave Mustaine is the definition of casual 
psychopathy.’ which Kirk already knows. Dave Mustaine is a psychopath, what else is new? 


So, like a chicken sitting on a conveyer belt, clucking and patiently waiting to be mechanically separated, Kirk 
Hammett begins his journey and hopes he'll live to tell the tale. 


On the other side of the pond, Dave Mustaine is on his couch. The text he gets makes it sound like James is 
going to come over. Dave makes the incredible effort of sounding welcoming and open-for-anything by using a 
couple of well-placed smiley faces that don't look psychotic at all. He's going to say ‘no’. He knew right from the 
get-go that he's going to tell James that he can take his documentary and shove it right up his back end but.. 


Dave just wants to use the opportunity to see James again. So, he tells him that he's willing to talk it out in 
person. At his flat. Alone. 


Maybe Dave's logic is a little flawed because it's not like he doesn't also know that there's no way in fucking 
hell James is going to want to stay and chat afterwards. Sometimes a sad man just wants some hope. Some 


stupid, foolish, irrational fuckin’ hope. 


There's a knock on the door and there it is: 


That dumb hope. Fuck it. Fuck it all to straight to the depts hell. 


Its nearly poetry to Dave when the person who's actually standing there is none other than that fucking 
whore they replaced him with. Kirk Motherfucking Manniett. 


He opens his mouth to speak. 
"Tell them | said no, and get outta my face." Dave snaps. 
"Don't | at least get a coffee?" Kirk says, his voice all whiny. Or is that what he usually sounds like? 


“Sure, along with a knuckle sandwhich." Dave smiles, tight like a rubber band. His nails dig into the door and he's 
so ready to slam it right in Kirk's -admittedly quite pretty- face. 


Kirk makes a small ‘hm' sound that Dave can't tell whether it's supposed to be sarcastic or not. "Can | just 
have the coffee? | mean.James did say we would talk about it" Ah, there it is. ‘James said we would falk about 


iE 


No. What James said is that he and Dave would talk. Dave Mustaine was promised a conversation with James 
Hetfield, not a conversation with Kirk Hammett who, by the way, can go die in a fucking ditch. Why do they 
keep fucking him over like this? 


Dave look at Kirk's hopeful brown eyes and realizes that he's well and truly fucked 


If he tells Kirk no, Kirk'll go bitching to James and James will probably mock him for trying to bait him into 
hooking up. Which, by the way, has also been a lost cause for the past twenty-what years. ls it because 
James is hooking up with Kirk instead? Dave narrows his eyes but now that he's made his bed, he's not about 
to lie in it. 


"I only have instant." Dave forces out. 

"Why?" Kirk asks with a frown, who would willingly subject themselves to instant coffee? 

Dave points at his injured hand. "| have enough energy to turn on the tea pot and that's about it. You have 
thirty minutes, man. Make your case good" He holds the door wider for Kirk, who has the decency to take his 
sneakers off before he enters. At least 

"Uh..Well.. If you tell me where the coffee is, | can go make it for you." Kirk offers and Dave starts to feel like 
an episode of the Twilight Zone. Great, not only is Dave commingling with the enemy, the enemy is also making 


him coffee. 


What if Kirk spikes it with Windex? 


Dave sits on the davenport and waits as Kirk messes around in his kitchen. He looks out the window and 
regrets the day he decided alcohol and drugs were a healthy coping mechanism to deal with his pain. Maybe 
then things could've gone a bit different. 

"Here you go." Kirk reappears, holding two mugs. 


"Dude," Dave glares at the bendy straw floating in the mug of coffee Kirk attempts to pass at him, "I can use 
my right hand!" 


"I thought you'd appreciate the peace offering." Kirk says lightly. 
"Tch, yeah, ‘peace offering’. Tryna kill me with chemicals." 


With a sigh, Kirk leans over and plucks the offending straw out of Dave's mug, using it himself. "Problem 
solved. Easy peasy, amirite?" 


"Has anyone ever told you you're like a rabbit hooked on cocaine?" 

‘More or less, yeah." And Kirk takes a seat on Dave's couch, folding his legs as he sips coffee through the 
bendy straw. Dave can't tell if Kirk's ever been in a situation where he had seen Dave make his coffee, or if 
they just like it the same way. Dave's not gonna ask through, its probably a fluke coincidence. 

"Give me ten reasons why | should say yes." He prompts, throwing a quick glance at the wall clock. 


"Because you're a really nice guy?" 


"Good reasons." He corrects. Dave has given up on being perceived as a nice guy by the general population a 


looooong time ago. 

‘Its a pretty good reason" Kirk defends and Dave rolls his eyes and pats his wrist. 
"Tick-tock" 

"Lets see.uh... itll bury the hatchet?" Kirk says. 


"Nothing will bury the hatchet" Dave deadpans, leaning back on the sofa. Kirk looks off to the side, fidgeting as 
he tries to think of Dave-approved reasons. Apparently not an easy task. 


"James will finally respect you?" 


If Dave thought he was pissed off then, he was definitely pissed off now. 


"Okay, you've overstayed your welcome. Get out. And tell James he can take his lame documentary and shove 


it up his asshole!" He shouts, flailing his arms about. 


"I was just joking! Woah, dude! Be careful, you'll hurt your hand even more." Kirk places his hands at the sides 


of Dave's elbow much to his dismay. 

The shitty thing is that Kirk isn't joking. At least, it doesn't sound like a fucking joke when it's all the fucking 
truth. Dave feels himself go red in the face, James doesn't respect him. If he respected him he would've at 
least sent their lawyer if he couldn't be fucked showing up himself. Instead he's waving his fucking meat in 


Dave's face. Showing Dave just who stole his spot. 


He's not even a bad pick! He's good looking, a good guitarist, and dropped the cocaine habit with a lot less band 
fall-out than Dave did. But Dave's better. He will always be better, at least that's what he tells himself. 


‘Calm down" Kirk says, trying to steady Dave back on the couch, who exhales like a bull. 


"You're fuckin’ lucky | don't have the use of my hand right now." Dave threatens behind grit teeth, glaring at 
Kirk dead in the eye. "Fuckin! lucky!" 


And he has no doubts that he's lucky Dave can't give him the knuckle sandwhich promised to him earlier. He 


manages to seat Dave down, who's pupils are dillating with rage. 

"Your point sucks. Now get out." He growls, sounding like a cornered animal. 

"Come on, Dave. Don't be like that. What's wrong with letting us use some footage? It's not like we're gonna edit 
it to make you look like you snorted coke out of a hookers ass between takes." Kirk whines, keeping his hands 
on Dave's shoulders. 

"Knowing you guys? | wouldn't be fucking surprised." Dave spat. When Lars decided that Dave needed to come 
over and do a therapy session, on his birthday, two days after goddamn nine-eleven, Dave was hoping for a lot 
more than he actually got. He didn't get his money's worth and he could swear up and down that Lars was too 
pussy to actually make use of it. But that was just Dave being dumb, apparently. 

"What if | promised to make sure they weren't taken out of context?" Kirk says, squeezing his bicep. 

"Your promise means jack-shit to me." Responds Dave, yanking his arm away from Kirk. 

"You know, you used to be a lot cooler." Kirk furrows his eyebrows, letting his hand drop to his side. 


"And you used to be a lot less punchable. What the hell do you want?" 


Kirk doesn't know what he wants anymore. He feels sorry for Dave even if it seems sort of misplaced. It's 


gotta hurt. He knows he'd be hurting if it were him too. Especially if his hand ended up getting fucked like 


Dave's. He thinks that maybe it would be enough to turn him into a bitter old man as well. 
"Its such a fuckin’ mess around here." He mumbles, looking around as Dave snorts, 
"No shit, it's a mess, | only have one working hand." 


With a heavy exhale, Kirk channels his misplaced and unwelcome sympathy through reorganizing Dave's stuff. 
Because he's spineless. It only occurs to Kirk in moments like these that he's absolutely motherfucking spineless. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Dave asks, practically gawking as Kirk rearranges the magazine stack 
"Lending a helping hand, since you're too cheap to hire a maid" He says firmly, with way too much conviction 


"Don't quit your day job. | don't need you to do anything for me. | don't need anyone to do anything for me!" 


Dave snaps, somehow just as embarrassed as Kirk. 


"Jesus Christ, why do you hate me so damn much? It's not like I'm the person who decided to kick you out!" He 
rambles, mid-organization, "If it were me | wouldn'ta kicked you out. Probably would've stuck your ass in rehab 
but still, it's not my fault you got booted!" He says in the midsts of folding together old pizza boxes. He 


throws them in the designated trash corner. 
"Not my fault, I'm gone and suddenly you're there." Dave hisses. 


"You know me and you knew me before that too. | didn't do it to be an ass, | did it just ‘cause they called me 
up and we were buds." It's not his fault, honest! Kirk wasn't about to say no just ‘cause he hung out with Dave 
a few times and didn't feel like punching him the face when he did. 


"You did it because you're a fucking pig, Kirk." Dave fumes, leaning back against the couch as Kirk takes his 
anger out on a pile of dirty paper napkins. 


Two minutes later, Dave speaks up again,"At least a little useful and light my cigarette for me." 


"At least be a little grateful that I'm even helping you out, man!" Kirk retorts and Dave squints so hard that 
his eyes are practically closed. Looks like he's lighting his own goddamn cigarette. He watches Kirk out of the 
corner of his eye and hates him just a little bit more- if thats even possible. 


Dave was promised James being here, not this fag! What's more is that it should be James doing this. It 
should be James pacing around his apartment like a lunatic, helping him clean up even though Dave's just spat 
venom at him. It should be James, not Kirk, who doesn't even give a fuck about him and never did and never 
will. It should be James who did at some point give a fuck about him and still should be giving a fuck about 


him. 


Isn't that what bonds do to people? You piss each other off big-time but you still give a fuck. 


"Keep thinking up of reasons why | should say yes. Any more of your fuckin’ ‘jokes’ and I'll throw you off of 
the balcony so tread carefully." Dave says lowly, his eyes narrowing from the sunset. He considers asking Kirk 


to shut the curtains because he can't stand the orange light but decides keeps his mouth shut for once. 


It takes five minutes for Kirk to respond. Good that he's actually using that brain of his for once, Dave thinks 
bitterly. 


‘| mean, don't you want the acknowledgement? It's a really good way to get that acknowledgement." Kirk says. 


"If you think I'm still ‘dying inside' from something that happened over ten years ago then you're fuckin’ nuts." 
Dave snorts. "I'm pissed ‘cause it's one stab in the back after the other. On and fuckin on" 


Kirk opts not to say anything to the backstabbing in out of fear of pissing Dave off now that he's finally taken 
a chill-pill. He thinks hard about what he wants to say and it takes him another two minute to come up with 
an adequate response. 


"But I'd want it too, you know? You're a major jackass but | guess | sort of get it" Kirk muses, sighing as he 
peers out the window and into the street. It's the ‘golden hour’, when the world is extra pretty. 


He turns to Dave, "If | hurt you, just know that | never meant to." And that's about as much sincerity as Kirk 


can manage at the moment. 


"Whether you meant to or not doesn't make a fuckin’ difference." Dave shrugs, looking away from Kirk once 


their eyes meet. "Don't make a single fuckin’ difference.." he mumbles again, biting his full lip. 
Kirk frowns, reckoning that if it weren't for the hand brace and the looming possibility of Dave not recovering, 
he probably wouldn't be so patient with one of the biggest assholes in the industry. He can't help it. He feels 


sorry for Dave. 


"So | did?" He asks softly. 


"You didn't ‘hurt me, Kirk" The other guys did though, especially James, "And | don't ‘hate’ you either." He 
doesn't say anything more though and he certainty doesn't look at Kirk anymore either. 


Kirk puts his hands on his hips and blows a lock of hair out of his forehead. Well, if Dave Mustaine, president 
of the Metallica hate club says he doesn't hate Kirk, then maybe Dave should show him. 


"Let's talk it out.” He decides. 
"You really want that fuckin’ yes, don't you?" Dave rolls his eyes, shoulders dropping with exasperation. 


"| want to bury the hatchet." Kirk corrects. 


After spending so much time with that damned psychologist, Kirk has begun wondering how much all these 
conflicts are really worth. He sits down next to Dave. 


"You guys only want to bury the hatchet when it's in your benefits.” 
Dave Mustaine: does not trust easily. 


It would be nice though, wouldn't it? Even if Kirk isn't sure how much he wants to be all buddy-buddy with 


Dave, he'd rather have him on his side than not. Why does he need more enemies? 

"Doesn't it suck to be so bitter, man? Don't you ever think of just.. letting it go?" Kirk asks, drawing his knees 

up as he gesticulates Dave's bitterness as a big, wide circle. He swoops his arms to symbolize Dave's so-called 
‘bitterness’. 

Dave doesn't answer. He doesn't think he's being bitter. What he feels is righteous anger. What's his has been 

stolen from him and the thief is sitting right next to him with big, brown eyes, telling him that he should just 
‘let it go’. 


"Walk a mile in my shoes first.” Dave says. "You don't know how | feel, you couldn't begin to understand what 


that's like." 

"I get it. You're hurt, it was your band and they kicked you out. You wish they tried doing more to help you 
but they didn't feel like you could be helped. And | know how much that can fucking burn" He turns to Dave, 
"If they kicked me out tomorrow and begged you to join again. Would you really what to say yes?" 

Dave doesn't say anything and Kirk smiles like he knows something. In reality, Kirk knows nothing 

Clearly, he doesn't know about him and James, he doesn't know about anyone. But Kirk isn't far off with 
understanding the basics of how Dave may or may not feel and with everything going on its enough for Dave 
to relax- even for a little bit. 


"It fuckin’ hurt, man. They were all | had" He nods. 


"Yeah, yeah, you're right, that fuckin’ sucks ass." And maybe that's what Dave needs at the moment. To hear 
that he's got a point. ‘Cause he does. He knows he does and that he didn't deserve any of this. 


He leans back against the sofa. 
"Still don't know what you expect out of me, though." 


"Nothing." Kirk shrugs, "I don't expect nothing." 


It doesn't matter if he says yes or no because Kirk doesn't know how much the other guys care at the end of 
the day. Kirk isn't sure how many people even like Dave all that much, and he's not sure if he even blames 
them. But if he's right about Dave then maybe, even if Dave's victim complex is a little grating, Kirk thinks 
he'd feel better about the reality if he got Dave to say yes. 


So, Kirk sits there, afte cleaning his flat, and makes a valiant attempt at actually communicating with Dave 


Mustaine. 


"Get me a beer for the fridge.’ Dave says and then says a little quieter, "You can take one for yourself if you 
want." 


"Sure, man" Kirk hops up and walks over to the fridge, grabbing two bottles by the necks and bringing them 
back to the couch. He hands Dave a beer and notices that the TV is playing re-runs of Full House. 


"Remember this show?" Kirk asks, pointing his chin at it as Dave takes a sip, nudging over the forgotten mug 


of lukewarm coffee. 

Dave's expression doesn't change, "No. | don't watch that sort of shit" 

"Really?" Kirk laughs, tilting his head. "My friends and | used to get together and we'd watch it" 
"Good for you" Dave shrugs, noticing that Kirk got his teeth fixed. Huh. When did that happen? 
"So, I'm guessing it's ex-nay on Saved By The Bell?" Kirk pokes out at him. 


"It can burn in hell" Dave nods, flinching when Kirk sucks away old coffee from the bendy straw so that he 
can use it for his beer. 


"Fresh Prince of Bel-Air?" And that's another negative 

Kirk thinks hard for a TV show Dave could possibly get any enjoyment out of 
He makes that stupid ‘hm’ noise again, "Don't like FRIENDS either?" 

"Nope" Dave pops his p. 

"Damn. Is there anything you do like?" 


Dave stops for a second and looks down at his knees, he drums his fingers against his leg, waiting for 


something to come up. 


He mumbles something that Kirk doesn't quite catch. 


"Come again?" 


"| said ‘I like Miami Vice', dipshit!" Dave repeats, this time loudly. Kirk laughs out loud as Dave shoots him a 
glare. "Are you done laughing like a fuckin’ hyena?" 


"| didn't expect that" Kirk says, taking a sip from his beer. 


It hits him pretty sudden that he's sitting on a couch with Dave Mustaine and that he doesn't hate it. He 


doesn't even feel like punching Dave anymore, although it's obvious that Dave wants to punch him. 


Dave doesn't say anything, he just sits there and scowls. He looks a little more like a sulking kitten then he 


does a monumental asshole. 


"You know what pisses me right the fuck off?" Dave says after a few more seconds of Kirk wistfully smiling in 


his general direction. Motherfucker.. 
"Shoot." 


"James said he'd be coming but you're the one who ends up showing. Angers me to no end. Fuckin’ unreliable 


prick." 
| didn't know, man" Kirk holds his hands up. 
"Really?" Dave says like he doesn't quite believe him. 


"Yeah, for real." He nods, biting his inner cheek as he watches Dave grab his Nokia and click to his text 


messages. 
"You know what? Here." He tosses it at Kirk. "If you don't believe me." 
"Uh... thanks?" Kirk scrolls down the messages and to his surprise, Dave's not being overdramatic. Huh. 


To an even bigger surprise, Dave's interactions with James are..different. He actually seems rice.. not that he 


is or anything. 


Kirk always knew that Dave and James were weird about each other but whenever he asks James, he just 


looks at him funny and says, "Kirk, what the fuck?" 


Kirk looks over at Dave and wonders if he should ask, but when Dave meets his glance, Kirk thinks it's for the 
best that this remains a mystery. He passes the phone back, fingers touching. 


"Is it so bad that its just us two instead?" Kirk asks and Dave doesn't seem to know what to say. There's a lot 
of unanswered questions when it comes to Dave. James too. 


"lim having fun, | don't know about you." Kirk admits. 

‘I'm hungry.” Dave tells him instead. 

"Damn. You're such a douche, Dave." Kirk shakes his head, to which Dave responds with, 
"This is about as nice as | get" 

"Really?" Kirk smiles, "Doesn't get any nicer than this?" 

"Nope" 

‘Not to a girl?" 

| treat everyone with about the same ammount of disrespect" 

"What about your mother?" 


"My mom's different, jackass." And Kirk laughs. He realizes he's shifted a little closer to Dave and Dave has 
done just about the same. Their eyes meet but Dave quickly turns away, shaking his head. 


Kirk feels the strange urge to ask Dave to tell him something that he's never told anyone before. Something 
that only Kirk will know. But knowing Dave, he'll think Kirk's just trying to get dirt on him and throw a strop. 


"Well. I'm sure she is." He says, his voice lowering. 

Kirk tenses up, the atmosphere turning awkward. Dave's looking away from him but Kirk can't stop looking. He's 
watching his every mood, every reaction. What is Dave thinking? Feeling? Who is Dave Mustaine really? Is he 
what everyone says he is or is the truth something different? Kirk never wondered about it before but he 
was sure as hell wondering about it now. 


"Uhm.. Want me to make you something to eat?" He needs to breathe. 


"What are you? My fucking girlfriend? Frozen lunches are in the freezer. You can have one too if you want." 


Dave mumbles out that last bit too and something inside Kirk's chest throbs. 
| can be your temporary girlfriend?” He offers with a tiny laugh. 


"You're fuckin’ crazy." Dave dismisses, as Kirk stands up and goes back to the kitchen after picking up the 


mugs of coffee. 


Kirk searches the freezer for the ubiquitous ‘Hungry-Man' T.V dinners. Following the box's instructions, He 


chucks it in the microwave before something really funny comes to mind. 

"You know what would be really good revenge? If you kicked your guitarist out and | left Met and we formed a 
little supergroup together." Kirk regrets the joke as soon as he says it. Knowing Dave's vindictive nature Kirk 
wouldn't put it past Dave to decide he does want to strike up a little allegiance. To his surprise, and there been 


a lot of surprises with Dave today, Dave actually laughs. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Dave says with a smile. His entire face changes with that smile, he looks 


more..open. Handsome. Nice. 
Handsome? Goddamnit, he does look handsome. What the hell? 


"| dunno... just think itd be pretty sweet" Kirk shrugs, lips quirking up warily as he finds himself at a total loss 
on what to fucking say. 


Thankfully, the microwave beeps so Kirk no longer has to overthink about what happens after that smile. He 
places the hot plastic tray on a plate, grabbing a fork from the drawers. 


Kirk brings Dave his shitty microwave dinner, thinking that he could do better if only Dave woulda let him. 
Would it be too late to offer? 


Kirk overthinks it all again but Dave just receives it and moves right the fuck on 


Dave eats clumsily, muttering expletives beneath his breath as he tries to cut the half-soy, half-mutant 
chicken hybrid patty with the edge of his fork. It slips away from Dave several times before Kirk speaks up, 


"Er... allow me?" Kirk awkwardly takes the tray from Dave, cutting up the chicken into bite sized pieces. 


"Thanks, mom." Dave grumbles, despite the fact that Kirk has made it much easier for him to eat now. Kirk 


smiles to himself; the sarcastic ‘mom’ aside, Dave still thanked him. 

"How does it taste?" Kirk asks, hugging his knees as Dave continues to chew, "I haven't had one in years." 

With a sigh, Dave passes the fork to him, "Go ahead." 

Kirk gingerly pierces the smallest piece of chicken and brings it to his lips. It tastes like he expected, bread-y, 
kind of chewy in a weird way frok the soy they crammed in there. He looks at everything else on the plate and 


then up at Dave, who doesn't seem like he gives a fuck. 


With Dave's mindset, Kirk has already taken so much from him that if Kirk wants to steal a few pieces of his 
three dollar, fifty cent dinner then who the fuck cares? 


He takes little bites of everything and that's when Dave groans, 


"If you're hungry then make yourself one. They're cheap. | don't give a fuck. | could buy a whole truck if them 
if | really wanted to." 


‘lm not hungry." Kirk says with a mouthful of corn, "Food always tastes better when it's not yours.” 
"So do jobs, I'm guessing." Dave sneers, but its not vengeful, it's.. actually supposed to be a joke. 
"Fuck you." Kirk nudges his shoulder, covering his mouth to avoid spitling. He fails though. 


"Has anyone told you you're like a little kid sometimes?" Dave hands him the box of Kleenex for Kirk to wiping 


his chin with. 
"You're such a dick, Dave." He groans, smearing away the masticated corn. Definitely not his proudest moment. 
"| know." 


And with that, Kirk waits for Dave to finish eating, tucking the emptied plastic tray on the table. Kirk begins to 


reach over. 


If you throw it away for me, | swear to god, I'm strip searching you because | don't trust you one bit." Dave 


warns, leaning back over the arm of the couch and throwing in his viable wrist over his eyes. 

To be a shit about it, Kirk does just that. 

"Gonna strip search me now?" Kirk smirks and wonders if what he's doing is considerd flirting. 

Is he flirting with Dave? 

"Do you want me to?" Dave counters, peering from beneath his forearm. 

"| never said that" Kirk says with a shit-eating grin before rocking back on his heels, "it's getting late." 
"So?" 

"So, nothing. It's just getting late. Wanna watch a movie?" Kirk blurts out. 


Woah. Where did that last bit come from? Now it was out there for the world to see. Kirk Hammett just 
asked Dave Mustaine if he wanted to officially hang out. 


"Are you askin’ me out on a date there, Kirky?" Dave asks, tone drenched in tired sarcasm. 


"Is that a no?" And Kirk's got him there. Dave takes a second, 


".. [ts not a no but just know that you're fuckin’ creeping me out here." He says and the entire statement is a 
bit of an oxymoron. So, again, surprisingly enough, because Kirk somehow isn't tired of being surprised, they do 
watch that movie. And, holy shit, wow, Dave puts up with his commentary and, because he wouldn't be Dave 
Mustaine without it, bitches too. 

By the last half-hour, Kirk forgets who Dave even is and is sorta leaning against him. Just sorta. Just a little. 
‘Is a dumb-shit movie.” He says, smoking a cigarette as their shoulders touch. 

"You can say that again" Dave snorts, before suddenly pulling away. 

"Personal space, Hammett." He mutters. 

"Hey, hey, you didn't mind twenty minutes ago." Kirk teases, moving closer to him again. 

‘| didn't notice twenty minutes ago." 

"Bullshit. You so did." 

Is this playing with fire? 

"What is that supposed to mean?" 

"You moved closer." Kirk points out playfully. 

‘| didn't. Maybe you should get your eyes checked" 

"You can't fool me, Mustaine. We. Had. A. Moment" He punctuates each word by prodding Dave's bicep. 


"A moment? Kirk? What is this? Romeo and Juliet?" 


That's.not a bad comparison, actually. Kirk's face heats at the thought and if he's not mistaken, Dave's has 


pinkened as well. 

"No Romeo and Juliet, just a moment. Like two ordinary guys. Y'know?" Except they weren't ordinary guys. But 
they did have a moment. Kirk's certain of it and he knows Dave is just lying to himself when he says they 
didn't. 


"You're fuckin crazy." The way Dave whispers and the way his gaze lowers is confirmation enough. Kirk places 


a hand on his kneecap and muses about every litte thing pertaining to him to an almost ridiculous degree. 


There has to be more to him. The way he pulls and pushes people away. ls it wrong to be fascinated by it? 


And to like it? To want to get under Dave's skin? 


His lips are so wide and full, his hair falling over his cheek, obscuring his face. Kirk just wants to reach out and 


tuck that hair back He does, feeling Dave's skin twitch. 


He's not breathing anymore but Kirk can feel the way Dave's pulse pounds beneath his flesh. Dave's tongue 
darts out to wet his lips and that's when Kirk realizes that he's not breathing either. 


Oh fucking hell. He's about to try to hook up with Dave fucking Mustaine!!! Kirk recites a little Hail Mary before 
swooping in for the kill. 


"You're right, I'm probably fuckin’ crazy." He tilts his head and brushes his lips against Dave's. 


They're full and soft and seem to fit perfectly with his. When Dave doesn't do anything, Kirk brushes them 
Together again and this time holds for longer until he goes all the way. 


That's precisely when Dave regains his senses. Pity. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" He almost falls flat on his back, only his good arm and Kirk's hands keeping him 
semi-upright. Not that that puts Dave in any less of a compromising position. 


"Kissing you." 

Kirk swears he feels Dave tilt his head to kiss him back before pulling away. "No." 

He shuts him up by reclaiming his mouth, drinking in the way Dave shivers. " Yes" 

Kirk's a go-with-the-flow sort of guy and this is beginning to feel like a game each time Dave pulls away- like 
his mind can't accept what his body wants. He pulls him back in, kissing him harder and harder. He can also feel 
how Dave kisses back a little more each time he tries. As if he likes it, Kirk thinks he might sorta like it too. 
Come on, Dave. Just give into me. Come on, come on 

Let's not" Dave says disaffectedly after breaking free. 

"Don't wanna want it? 

| don't want it, thank you very much." Kirk grabs the back of Dave's neck and kisses him passionately. His hand 
fists into soft ginge curls as he pours all these frustrating mixed feelings into it. He licks and sucks those 


perfect lips before stopping for a deep breath of air. 


"Alright then. Like Burger King, ‘have it your way'" He says sweetly, sitting back and breathing heavy. It takes 


roughly half a minute of Kirk staring at him with his big, doe eyes for Dave to crack under pressure. 


"For fucks sake, Kirk! YOU WIN! FUCK!" Dave shouts, grabbing Kirk by the shirt collar and literally dragging him 


back into him. Kirk kisses back with no second thought, wrapping an arm around Dave's neck. 


Their kiss quickly becomes heated as Kirk's hands begin to eagerly touch at Dave's shoulders and chest, feeling 
everything that might be hidden beneath his clothes. 


Although Dave keeps feeling Kirk up to a minimal, Kirk can still feel the excitement just from the way his 
fingers dig into his skin. Dave grunts softly as Kirk crawls on top of him, tongue in Dave's mouth as his hand 
begins to trace shapes in the thin slip of skin where his shirt has risen up. The higher he goes, the more he 
can feel Dave's belly quiver. He stops to make sure Dave's hand is alright before kissing his jaw. He likes the 
way Dave's breath hitches at that, its gentle and soft. A nice contrast. Everything is nice about Dave at this 
very moment. Lying here on the couch in the dark with only the stark light from the television. Everything 
looks just a little bit better. 


Its not the first time Kirk has been with a man, but he'd always written it off as male fans knowing how to 
take advantage of the situation Now Kirk supposes he must admit to himself that there's a fraction of himself 
that does enjoy the company of men. It looks like its all the same for Dave, even if he's less willing to admit it 


than Kirk is. 


"What are you doing, Kirk?" Dave's voice becomes strained when Kirk raises his t shirt and begins kissing down 


his neck. Careful.. dont leave marks. 


“Something | think we both want, Dave." Kirk whispers against his soft skin, his hand tracing his over his broad 
chest. 


"Get off. This is too fucking weird, I'm no homo." 
"Why? We vibe good together. Nobody has to know." The other guys would kill Kirk if they knew what he was 
doing. They'd probably crucify him upside down. Good thing nobody's going to find out because he doesn't want 


anyone to know and Dave definitely doesn't either. 


He kisses down Dave's sternum, smelling the way his skin and body wash mix with sweat. His breath hitches 
again, chest arching slightly with an almost imperceptible groan. 


"You're lucky | only have one hand right now, Kirk.” he hisses as Kirk grins wide, kissing Dave's wounded wrist 
before noticing the way he tries to hide his expression in his hair. He brushes it away, biting his warm cheek 


with a soft ‘chomp’. 


"Who would've thought that Dave Mustaine was capable of blushing?" Kirk murmurs against Dave's mouth, 
sighing at the way it feels to have him kiss back. 


"Go fuck yourself" Dave says lowly and his hand is on Kirk's hip. 


"| thought you said you couldn't get any nicer?" 


"So | lied. Big fuckin’ deal." He grunts as Kirk bites his bottom lip. He fights back by biting Kirk's harder and the 
resulting noise is nearly pornographic. If life gets any weirder than hooking up with Dave Mustaine then Kirk 
wonders how. His fingers grope at the buttons holding his jeans together, pressing his crotch against Dave's. 


Getting him out of those clothes isn't an easy task because Dave has turned playing hard to get into an art 
form. Quite literally an art form, Kirk wishes he could get it down on canvas and hang it at the Louvre or 


something. Title it: Playing hard to get, an art piece by Dave Mustaine. 
"lm going to fucking kill you when all of this is over." Dave swears, his chest rising and falling. 


He glares over to where his clothing is, sad, miserable and forgotten. He looks back at Kirk who is absolutely 


not James in any way shape or form. The entire situation is damning and pokes holes in Dave's pride. 


It shouldn't be Kirk here, at the end of the evening, straddling over him in his tented boxers with mussed up 
hair and swollen lips and lust in his eyes. It should be James. James should feel guilty enough to do shit for 
him just cause his hands fucked up. James should be worried about his dinner and asked him to hang. James 
should be the one Dave has good chemistry with, not Kirk. Its annoying how he tries. 


The amount of time it takes for Kirk to get the canola oil is criminal. He sprouts little useless facts along the 


way, swinging the bottle back and forth. 


"When we were touring in Canada, we drove by this little town, and its motto is ‘The land of Rape and Honey’. 
Because it cultivates a lot of rapeseed. Geddit? Pretty sad, huh?" He recants, his smile wry as Dave practically 
melts into the sofa. 


"Why the fuck do you think | care?" 
He's out of his mind and this is like a cheapened version of Last Tango in Paris. First and Last Fuck in California. 


Kirk lies down over him again and this time gets rid of his boxers. He seems proud of himself and maybe he 


has the right to be. 


The first thought is that it's different. Everything from the way Kirk moves to the way he feels inside of him. 
His pace is slow at first, controlled, he lets Dave change positions onto his stomach when he asks. There isn't 
that much pride in being fucked doggy style, but at this point there isn't a lot of pride in being fucked 


missionary style either. He just wants it to end. 


He knows he's lying to himself by telling himself that he wants it to end. More correctly put, Dave wishes it 
was someone else. But that doesn't feel like the whole truth either, so what is? 


Kirk pushes in all the way, biting Dave's shoulder as he groans softly. 


"Is it okay? Doesn't hurt or anything?" He asks, voice soft as silk. 


"It's fine." Dave nods, his next breath stuck in his throat. The cars passing outside cast stripes across the 


living room. Sometimes in them he can see the way Kirk's hand is tanned and roughened, holding him steady. 


Kirk's heartbea beats like a pneumatic drill against Dave's spine. He collapses at his side when his knees go 
weak, deciding that for Dave his main issue is that he doesn't want Kirk to be able to look at him. It's an 
accurate guess and Dave is almost flattered that Kirk is so attentive. So very attentive. 


Kirk's hand trailing from his chest to between his legs, grabbing a hold of his cock. He strokes him along to the 
rythmn as the things around them begin to fuzz. He goes faster, bitting his shoulder to hide his own small 
gasps as he fucks into him hard 


"FUCK!" Taking it as positive affirmation, he does it again and again, smoothing hair out of Dave's face when it 
begins to stick from the sweat. Dave bites his lip to stop from making too many sounds. 


"Cum for me, Dave." Kirk whispers in his ear, his tone annoyingly thick and whiny. 


"Shut up." He snaps, his words sticking together and distorting. It feels like fire, Kirk just keeps going and going, 
over and over and fucking over. Without fully realizing it, he grabs Kirk's hand, biting down on it as he cums. 


He whispers small encouragements, lacing their fingers together. Shut up. Shut up. Shut up. Shut uuuuup. 


Kirk cums shortly after, groaning as he fills him up with his load. Interesting how he still sounds like a girl 
doing it. Dave's breath finally straightens out, Kirk's hand trailing down his spine, rubbing his back before he 


pulls out with a shiver. 
He wraps an arm around Dave and keeps him close, his heart racing at 200 miles an hour. 


They could probably be friends. They could probably do this more than once. They can probably become really 
close to each other. He cuddles up to Dave, checking to make sure his hand is alright as he nuzzles against his 


broad back. 


"If you think whoring yourself out to me is going to get you a yes, the answers still fuckin’ no." Dave says 


after a minute of relaxed silence. 


Dave Mustaine: can somehow still talk shit with another man's cum up his ass. That also should be hung up at 


the Louvre. 


"What? No! This wasn't what it was about at alll" Then what was it about though? This is the first time in 
many years that he's properly hung out with Dave, hes not particularly in love with Dave. So, what's this 
about? 


"Get out, you've had your fun and | want to go to sleep." 

"Well, | can stay-" Dave cuts him off, his words sharp as a knife. 

If | wanted you to stay | would've told you to stay." Kirk sits up and turns Dave towards him, trying to see 
whether this is just some sort of post-coital tristesse. That maybe Dave's one of those weird fuckers who 
cry. Maybe that's another facet, another quirk. 

But looking at him, all Kirk sees is what there usually there to see: 

Dave Mustaine is a fucking asshole. 

"Fine, whatever!" He spits, standing up to locate where his clothing. His cheeks flare bright red. 

"Are you going to keep staring at me like that, Dave?!" Kirk's voice rises uncharacteristically. 

"I'm waiting for you to get the fuck out.” 

He dresses quickly, putting on his shirt inside out. Kirk's ready to not only spew venom at Dave but also at 
James for not doing this through their lawyers instead of trying to take the high and personal route. If he 
wanted to take the high route then maybe he should've gone himself, that's what Dave seems to want. A 
sorry chance to tell James to go fuck himself because somehow it feeds his overblown ego! What does Kirk 


have to do with any of it? 


"Fucking assholes. A// of you" He growls, slamming Dave's front door with a chunk of his dignity still missing. 


James wonders if now would be a good time to file a missing person's report. It's been around.. eh, seven 
hours and Kirk is still MIA. He hasn't been answering any texts and he's not at his house which James is 
currently sitting in thanks to the spare key Kirk gave him. 


As James watches a rerun of M*A*S*H, the front door opens and closes so loudly that the pictures on the 


wall rattle. 
"Get out, James!" Kirk snaps, chucking off his sneakers. "Fucker said no, because of course he would!" 
He marches into the kitchen to get a glass of water, his hair is a mess and his hands are shaking. 


"Woah, hang on, Kirk You've been gone for hours and you haven't answered a single fucking text from any of 
us! What's up?" 


"What's up? What's up is that | wasted my time on this stupid fuck. We had nice long chit chat and the verdict 
has been reached. Like we all already knew, Dave Mustaine is a really REALLY fucking big DOUCHEBAG!" He 
screams that last part, slamming the cup down on the kitchen counter and pimching the bridge of his nose. 

"So go home, James, because l'm in a REALLY bad mood!" 


James watches as Kirk goes into his bedroom, slamming the door. 


Uh.well.. okay then, he thinks, deciding that he'll just go right on home. It's rare to see Kirk in such a piss-poor 


mood but he'll probably get over it tomrow morning. He always does. 


lll see you later, man!" James calls but there's no answer. He tries to remember what the therapist said 


about ‘validating’ one another. 


"Uh... just know that we're all really fucking grateful that you did this for us and that we're not disappointed in 
you. We're sure you did the best of your-" 


"FUCK OFF, JAMES!" 
And then there's that. Sheesh 


«What the fuck did u do 2 Kirk?» James texts as he's walking down the road, breathing in the air. Part of him 


hopes that Dave'll give him a breather before he answers. James never knows just what to say. 
Dave quickly texts back, both fortunately and unfortunately. 
«Why don't you ask Kirk what me and him did :)» 


And James feels the urge to chuck his phone into the traffic, but reminds himself that Dave's toxic and that 


if he's going down, he'll drag everyone else to go down with him. 


